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The large wood-panelled council room was deathly quiet. 
Each one of the Councillors had taken his or her place 
around the rectangular table and was ready to listen to the 
evidence, the evidence that would convict an Autobot of a 
wilful destructive crime against humans. The irrepressible 
Sideswipe was the robot under suspicion, He stood accused 
before the Council of tearing down the Nova Suspension 
Bridge on the very day it was to be opened, and as far as 
everyone present was concerned. it was almost certain that 
he would be found guilty. 

Councillor Crabtree was on his feet. He had been present 
at the opening ceremony where the outrageous crime had 
been committed, so it was considered right and proper that, 
ās an eye witness, he should tell his fellow Councillors the 
Story in full 
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"To continue, fellow Councillors, the first speaker of the 
day stood up to address the crowd of dignatories seated on 
the platform. But rather than listening to him attentively, the 
crowd began to grow increasingly restless. The reason was 
simple. There was a strange, eerie hum in the air, an evil 
vibration, very frightening, The sound grew louder and 
louder and then, on the motorway, | spotted a red blur, or at 
least, we all spotted it. Within seconds, the blur had 
Bssumed the form of a car, a driverless car Councillor 
Crabtree thumped the table to drive home his point. 

"We watched aghast as this red nightmare tore through 
the purple ribbon, through the banked flowers, scattering 
the reporters and ripping down flags. It screeched to a stop 
just underneath the massive uprights, Then, as if we hadn't 
seen enough, it transformed. Yes, Councillors, transformed 
into an Autobot! We watch helpless as the robot pinioned its 
arms against the concrete and began ta push with the full 
force of its massive strength. The bridge heaved and 
buckled and was quickly torn apart. Pieces of concrete 
rained down on the Autobot, but he didn't flinch! 

‘When the debris had settled, the bridge lay in ruins. In the 
swirling dust, the Autobot was seen to transform back into a 
car and blaze away, Almost immediately it was lost from 
sight Only then did people begin to panic and shout. The 
name “Sideswipe” was heard on all sides, and truly, ladies 
and gentlemen, the destructive Autobot whose handiwork 
was witnessed by hundreds that day bore the shape, 
colours, markinas and name of Sideswipe. 

"That's it then, Councillors. | don't think there can be any 
doubt in your minds as to the Autobot's quilt,’ 


One by one the rest of the Councillors added their 
accounts and gave their opinions. By the end of the morning 
a decision had been made. Sideswipe was guilty! The 
Autobot leader, Optimus Prime, should be told immediately 
of the decision and instructed to locate the Autobot and shut 
him down — for good! 

Nobody could feel completely happy at the outcome 
Hadn't they begun to trust the Autobots, and to rely upon 
them in many ways? How could they trust them now? 
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Optimus Prime was furious. 

‘How could he have done it?’ he roared. ‘How could one of 
us have done a thing like that? Find him Prowl — if you can ے‎ 
and bring him back to me.’ 

Sideswipe was easy to find. He wasn't hiding anywhere, 
or acting as if he had done anything wrong. Prowl 


discovered him sitting against a computer console with his 
head in his huge steel hands. He looked up as Prowl 
approached. Then, after being told of Optimus Prime's wish 
to see him, followed his robot comrade and friend without 
saying a word. 

Sideswipe stood before Optimus Prime. He had been 
accused by the humans, and now, by the Autobot supreme 
Power, 

‘Lam not guilty,” he murmured. 

‘Bul | have heard the evidence against you. | have seen the 
result of the destruction, Mo, Sideswipe, you were seen and 
heard and identified by hundreds of people. | am forced to 
agree that you are guilty and to shut you down for all time. 
It is the only way that we Autobots can hope to rebuild our 
shattered alhance with the humans.’ 

For the next few days the Autobots went about their 
business as usual, but they did not work well, They were 
unhappy and confused about the fate of Sideswipe. 

Prowl was trying to concentrate on a new battle plan, but 
it was no good. Finally, in a fit of disgust, he stamped off to 
see Optimus Prime. ۰ 

"simply refuse to believe it, he proclaimed, anger 
bubbling over in his voice, ‘Sideswipe may be rash but he 
isn't crazy. No sane Autobot would have done such a thing, 
especially in broad daylight with so many important 
humans present. The whole thing smells of Decepticon evil 
to me." 

Optimus Prime stared coldly at the warrior robot. ‘All 
night, he said. "Suppose | agree? What do you propose to do 
about It?" 





Prowl relaxed a little. ‘Let me do some investigation. Give 
me time to try and prove his innocence and restore human 
confidence in us once more.’ 

Optimus Prime nodded. ‘lf you're right; and Decepticons 
are at the heart of this... | need Jazz, my second-in- 
command here. But you have the right qualifications for the 
job. See what you can dol’ 

The following evening, an Prowl's instructions, 
Bumblebee travelled in Volkswagen mode to the mangled 
bridge. He returned to robot mode and began his search, 

It was dawn before his sensors picked up a signal, and his 
eyes Iit up as he caught a glimpse of jagged metal, 

"This may be just what we want, thought Bumblebee 
grimly, and within minutes he was speeding back along the 

empty motorway to Autobot headquarters. 





The fallowing day a group af Autobots gathered around 
Prowl, anxious to know if Bumblebee's journey had been 
productive. 

Tve done a complete analysis of the metal ore,’ said Prowl 
excitedly. ‘It can be mined in one place only." He pointed to 
a hologram map of the Pacific drawn up by Hound. ‘That 
island there!’ 

"Then that's where you're going, commanded Optimus 
Prime. "We have a specially rigged up hovercratt ready. 
Have you chosen your crew?’ 

‘| have," answered the valiant Autobot. ‘| shall take 
Bumblebee, Windcharger, Brawn, Hound and, of course, 
Ratchet." 

"Then listen to me,’ continued Optimus. '۱ don't know if 
this piece of metal will help Sideswipe, Who knows how it 
came to be at the bridge? But Bumblebee could find nothing 
else out of the ordinary so it's the only clue you've gat,’ 

‘Some clue! interrupted Ratchet, 

Optimus glared at the fixer Autobot. ‘Now go, Good luck.’ 

This is the most beautiful place I've seen on earth,’ sighed 
Bumblebee as the small band of Autobots descended from 
the hovercraft and looked around at the delightful Pacific 
island to which they had come: To the east and west of them 
stretched a beach of salt-white sand, washed by turquoise 
waves, Inland to the south-east lay a swathe of tropical 
forest trees which seemed to go on forever like a vast green 
eiderdown. To the south-west stood a majestic cliff face. 

It towered behind the beach and ran on inland, forming a 
wedge-shaped block. The apex jutted out like s spear poised 
above the dwarfed hovercraft, 
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‘Let's investigate the cliff face,’ suggested Prowl. ‘I'll go 
first, Hound, you follow, and Windcharger, bring up the rear.’ 

The party set off. No one minded the march. The sun 
shone down and paintbox-coloured birds chirped and 
squawked from the jungle foliage around. 

Let's forget the humans and their problems and stay here 
forever,’ laughed Ratchet. ‘Even Cybertron can wart! 

"Why not?’ said Bumblebee, wistfully gazing at a bright 
red flower with petals like elephant's ears. “I guess | could 
blend in very easily in a place like this." 

"That's enough you two,’ scowled Prowl. ‘Be quiet. Look 
up there!" 

His great arm pointed to a gap in the cliff face resembling 
the mouth of a cave. 
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‘We'll start with that,’ said Hound. ‘I'm going to make 
some geological checks on that ore. The hologram map says 
it should be here,’ 

Prowl stopped his Autobots at the cave entrance. It was 
black and forbidding inside, and he was suddenly alert and 
suspicious. 





The others crept near the cave mouth and stood alert. The 
noise was faint but distinct. A continuous chipping, the 
crunching of feet perhaps, an occasional thud. 

Prowl backed out and faced the little bane. 

‘Brawn, Windcharger and Ratchet come with me. You 
others, wait here until we retum.’ 

‘Prowl,’ advised Hound, ‘the ore is here all right. It's all 
around us, My tests are positive,’ 
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Prowl nodded his satisfaction, then, with Brawn, 
Windcharger and Ratchet at his heels, made his way into the 
jagged- wslled cave, 

‘Digger machines,” whispered Prowl, ‘Decepticon 
gophers!” 

‘And this is the ore we're looking for, added Brawn. 

Prowl nodded and motioned Windcharger to ready 
himself for action. "Let's close this mine down,’ he snarled, 

Brawn and Windcharger and Ratchet leapt into the 
chamber as one. Brawn threw himself upon a group of 
diggers to his left. His arms pumped in and out like some 
greal steam engine. The machines, taken by surprise, 
screamed in defiance and threw themselves back, but they 
were too slow to avoid Brawn's ruthless blows. 

Two basket-carrying machines dropped their loads and 
nurlad themselves at Ratchet. But Windcharger's famed 
magnetic might caught them between strides and hurled 
them back against the jagged wall, where they lay shattered 
and groaning. Prowl, in the meantime, had blasted two 
more machines with acid pellets. The machines lay ina 
sizzling, dripping heap next to a pile of debris, Silence filled 
the air as quickly as had the rage of battle. 

The four Autobots decided it was time ta leave, and ran 
aut of the chamber inta the clear light of day. But ta their 
surprise and horror, no-one was there to greet them. 

Prow! glared at Brawn. ‘Autobots do not abandon their 
own kind. What we have justseer is only a small part af 
what ts happening on this island. Let's look at the evidence 
so far. The ore that was being mined and smelted into steal 
in that monster's den is destined for some kind of 
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Decepticon mischief. That would explain how the metal 
turned up by the Nova Suspension Bridge. The Decepticons 
are involved, and the sooner we track tham down, the 
better. Now let's find the others. They could be caught up in 
as much trouble as we were!" 

Prow! led the remaining Autobots downhill and away 
from the cave mouth. Brawn stayed at the rear while 
Windcharger and Ratchet slotted in between them. 

‘Look,’ gasped Ratchet, pointing into the valley. See that 
mound shape, like a dome of polished stones? Isn't it a kind 
of fortress?" 

A decision to investigate was taken and the Autobots 
descended into the valley, Thay had gone just far enough to 
make out some of the details in the domed building whera 
soft ‘Hello’ made them spin-around on their heels. 


'l'm glad you've come. Welcome to Carob Island. I've 
been looking forward to meeting you.’ The Autobots stared 
ahead of tham as if bemused, There stood a woman draped 
ina magnificent mantle that rippled and shimrmered when 
she moved, as iF it were made of molten lead. Her skin was 
pale, almost grey in colour and her eyes flashed like pearls 
as she surveyed each Aute bot in turn. 
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Biol shook himself. Her eyes seemed to mesmerize 
him. 

"Nha are you?' he demanded, with less force in his voice 
than he intended. 

'My name is Madame Cea, and you're woncdering what 
has become of your friends; Her eyes remained fixed on his. 
Well, they're extremely happy, and in very qood hands,’ 

Suddenly, her arm swept a full circle, and the Autobots 
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saw that they were surrounded, trapped by a horde of pig- 
like machines. "Now, do come along with me. You are my 
guests." 

Prowl glared at Madame Cee, but her friendly smile did 
nol wavgar. 

We'll come,’ he said. “But! demand ta see my comrades 
right away,” 

‘Of course,” purred Madame Cee; and she turned and 
walked back towards the strange house from which she had 
apparently come. 

The house, if such it was, stood surrounded by dense 
bracken, from which sprouted needles at least half a matre 
long. The building was carved from solid outcrops-of 
polished rock. Madame Cee beckoned the Autobots inside. 
She led them through a wide passageway and into a vast 
open hall dominated at the far end by a glearning steel 
throne. However, the effect was softened by bouquets of 
greenery and flowers, and across the centre a shallow 
stream splashed, But everywhere there lounged pig 
machines, their eyes attentive and menacing. 

"You may rest here for as long as you like,’ offered 
Madama Cea. “Everyone is content, everyone is happy here.’ 

"Where are our fellow Autobots?’ demanded Prowl, 

"Patience, patience, you will see them soon,’ answered the 
woman. Beckoning two machines to follow, she marchad 
out of the hall, leaving Prowl and the others to worry about 
their situation, 

It was another hour before Madame Cee returned, by 
which time, Prowl's logic banks felt like a box of pins and 
needles. But hé had a plan. He immediately addressed her. 
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'My dear Madame Cee, you must show me more of your 
magnificent home.” 

seamed that Madame Cae saw no danger in this. she‏ 1ا 
led Prowl out of the large hall and down a rock-walled‏ 
passageway with a series of doors on either side‏ 

"I believe it might interest you to see where | do my work,’ 
mused the strange female. "You should understand that | 
possess equipment far superior to anything seen anywhere 

"What is it exactly thal you do? asked Prowl, 

"We have an extensive design studio here.’ She smiled at 
him innacently, but when she spoke again her voice was full 
of threat. “Here old, worn out machinas — perhaps even 
robots like yourselves— can be remodelled.’ 
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Prowl remained calm. He needed to know whether 
Bumblebee and Hound had been tampered with yet. 
‘Each separate part is dismantied and then thoroughly — 
eh — modernized, you might say. We operate a kind of 
health centra here, and we do like everyone tà be happy 
while they undergo our treatment. When you leave, you 
won't know yourself, | promise you that!’ She pushed open 
a door, and Prowl saw a vast complex of workshops and 
laboratories, Pig machines worked everywhere 
"Thisis quite new, you know — our research centre, | have 
always had a preference for modelling pigs, myself. Indeed 
it has been my life's passion, But recently we acquired a new 
client — one who appreciated the full artistry of my work.’ 
But Prowl was. no longer listening. His aye had been 
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caught by a scale drawing, He was horrified. He was looking 
at plans to fabricate components of none other than 
Optimus Prime! He could hold back no longer 

‘Who is responsible for this” he demanded. 

But it was not Madame Cee who gave him his answer, 
A cat-like shape in the doorway snarled its laughter. 

‘Don't you recognize the brilliance of Megatron when you 
see it? he screamed. ‘Now, clear out, you Autobot fool. lam 
here to see that Megatron's work is not interrupted.’ 

The shape sprang forward. Prowl threw himself sideways; 
and, as he recognized the form of the evil Decepticon, 
Ravage, fired a series of acid pellets in his direction. Molten 
metal hissed around the Decepticon, but he remained 
unhurt. Flexing his hindquarters, he gathered himsalf to 
spring again, but Prowl was too quick. The Autobot scooped 
up Madame Cee in one huge arm and, with his companions 
close behind, sped out through the doorway, melting the 
door shut behind them. 

‘Show me where they are,’ he raged at his captive. 
Madame Cee was in no position to argue. She directed 
Prowl to the workshop in which, thankfully, Bumblebee and 
Hound had been deactivated but not harmed, There, under 
Prowl's strict scrutiny, she set about getting them back into 
working order, When she had finished, Prow! demanded 

More answers. 

‘Now,’ he said menacingly. “۱ want to know why you are 
designing parts of Optimus Prime,’ 

"I told you,’ she stammered. ‘My work is the best, and my 
steal is the best. Megatron found out. He forced me to do it. 
| only ever wanted my pias!’ 


Jd i 





‘Where do you send the parts?” demanded Hound, 

‘They are taken away. replied Madame Cee. '| don't know 
mare than that. They are transported to another part of the 
island, due west of here... and are taken underground 

"That's all we need,” declared Prowl. ‘Leave her here, She 
can t help us any more, and we've got work to do.’ 

They left Madame Cee in her now redundant robot 
workshop and passed through many stone-walled corridors 
until they stood with their backs te the polished megalith, 
and looked out over the rest of the beautiful islarni. 

"The fate af earth may well be decided here on Carob 
Island,’ declared Prowl, and we have an important task to 
complete.’ 

The Autobots marched on in a westerly direction, in 
search of the temporary headquarters of the Decepticon 
leader — Megatron. 
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Hound activated an infra-red detector as they went, but 
they had travelled many kilometres before it registered 
anything significant. There was s large area of warmth 
nearby— and it was underground! 

They saw massive entrance gates ahead of them that 
were, surprisingly, unguarded. The Autobots realised that 
this could be a trap, so they passer) through the gates with 
their sensors fully primed, Then they entered the cavernous 
opening that led down inta the bowels of the island. 

At first, the qding was easy. The smooth-walied passage 
led slowly downwards. The light was dim, but not dim 
enough to hinder the Autobots’ progress. Then a problem 
arose, The passage split and divided inta two. Prowl took the 
tight fork as it seemed the wider path. However, after just a 
few metres, their route split into two again. This happened 
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threg more times and each timgat did so the Autobots 
became more confused 

"Lal's go this way,’ gasped the frustrated Hound. 

"Na, | don't like it,” disagreed Ratchet. ‘It looks too dark,’ 

‘it's dark everywhere now,’ insisted Hound, And he was 
right. The shadows they had cast as they descended had 
now become almost indistinct. 

"This is the way we'll go, ordered Prowl, and he stamped 
off ahead of the others 

Dn arid down they went, (heir circuits becoming more and 
mare discomposed with the choice of passages open to 
them. ‘Listen,’ Prowl continued soma seconds later. Wy 
vaice — it's achoing! We must be in some sort of caveam or 
chamber. If we transform to automobile mode we can 


engage lights.” 





DEADLY PARADISE 


But they could do nothing. Far the voice of Megatron 
paralysed them. Then light flooded the cavern and a force 
cade dropped from the roof to imprison each and every one! 

"There is no need for you ta waste your energy,’ crowed 
the evil one. My fellow Decepticons will see that you are 
well looked after during your last functional hours.” 

Prowl analysed his position quickly, and spoke. 'l concede 
defeat, Megatron. But lam most interested in what you are 
doing. How did you convince Sideswipe to join you?’ 

Magetron laughed heartily. Then his circuits swelled with 
pride, 'Iwill show you.’ he growled, ‘Rumble, let Prowl out.” 

Prowl was allowed out ofthe cage and made to follow 
Megatron. He was led into Megatron's persona! electronics 
and circuitry workshops, A maze of tables, equipment and 
robot parts covered the floors. And at the far end, having 
some last minute adjustments made tn its hrad, was 
something which made Prowl's body go rigid. 

‘I's me...,' he choked, his vocal diaphragm refusing to 
function properly, 

‘Not quite.’ said Megatron: ‘It’s your double — و‎ clone, so 
lo speak. A sophisticated computer, the tinkering ability of 
the human female, Madame Cee, plus the amazingly fine 
quality af the ore on her island have all been put to qood 
use! And we use only the very best materials. You should be 
arateful, Prowl, There are more, tao! Our very own Prime, 
for instance, is nearly finished.’ 

The Autobot began to fee! his circuits overheating, ‘Sol 
was right,” said Prowl. ‘The Sideswipe who tore down the 
Nova Suspension Bridge was nat the real one, it was acopy!" 

‘A copy, thundered Megatron. ‘Not just a copy, ingrate, 
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but a perfect clone in every conceivable way except one. 
"And which way is that? ventured Prowl. 
‘Tt obeys only mel’ cried Megatron. ‘Now get back to your 
ee comrades,’ 





Prowl was put under guard and marched back towards 
the giant cavern at the heart of Megatron's megamaze. He 
was about to stage a last second, if suicidal, attack upon his 
guards when he remembered that Rumble was in charge of 
lowering and raising the force cage. As he passed the punkish 
Decepticon, he glanced چنا‎ at the roof of the cavern, then 
stopped. The two quards looked at each other and made 
ready to move him on. 

‘Rumble,’ taunted the Autobot ‘weakest of all 


Decepticons. Megatron's mouse they call you. Doer of little 
deeds. Ha hal’ 

The guards laughed, Prowl baited him same more, Again 
the guards laughed, then they began to [oin in. 

Enraged, Rumble glared at his antagonist, 

‘Fools,’ he cried. TI show you what | can do. l'IEshow you 
how feeble | am. The earthshaker, that's mal’ 

And with that, Rumble activated his pile drivers, jammed 
them into the ground, and began to hammer with all his 
might. 

The results were immediate. Tha ground rocked, the 
Decepticons standing guard were bounced off their feet, and 
fram the roof of the cavern fell a shower of deadly-sharp 
stalactites. While Decepticons were being knocked out of 
action from above, Prowl fired a volley of acid pellets into 
the force cage control console, then stunned Rumble witha 
swing of his mighty right hand. The console sizzled and 
sparked while the force cage, which had saved the Autobots 
from the hail of stalactites, disappeared. Hound and 
Windcharger sprang inte action against the Decepticon 
survivors, firing at will and sending streams of laser light in 
all directions, 

Most of the Decepticons were at ground level, but the 
shadows of two more could be seen in a crag halfway up the 
gast wall, The forms soon showed themselves to be 
Starscream and Skywarp — Decepticon warplanes. The two 
waited their chance, then threw themselves down upon 
Hound. The resourceful Autobot heaved his attackers off, 
but suffered a damaged right leg in the process. 

Windelttarger few to the rescue, grabbing Starscream in 


his huge arms and squeezing him with such magnetie might 
that the Decepticon screamed for the very last time. 
Skywarp fought on, but was badly hit by Ratchet and finally 
downed bya right hook from Brawn, 
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The Autobots were in thè process of mopping up when 
Prowl left them to it and sprinted down the corridors 
through which he had recently come, His one aim was to 
find Megatron, Prowl found the Decepticon leader in his 
circuitry workshop, hurriedly gathering up a heap of 
drawings. Drawings, no doubt, of more clone-Autobols. 
Prowl crept slowly forward, then stopped justwhere he 
felt safest. 
‘Are you going somewhere?’ he asked with mock 
politeness. 
Megatron swung round and opened fire. The blast hit just 
where the Decepticon had intended 
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"Wrong one,’ shouted Prowl, who stepped out fram 
behind the shattered replica of himself, aiming an acid pellet 
at Megatron as he did so. 

The shot ripped into the Decepticon's finng arm, causing 
him to screech in agony. Then he ran for what looked like a 
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solid steel wall, Prowl thought that the Decepticon was 
trapped, but the wall seemed to open up suddenly and 
swallow him. Prowl slammed a shot at the closing gap in 
disgust, but Megatron was gone, his parting words causing 
the Autobot to winga. 

“You'll never find your way out of here!” 

Disappointed that Megatron had escaped, Prowl 
destroyed the cloning computer, then returned to the cavern 
carrying the drawings — evidence of Megatron's evil. 
Everyone was all right except Hound and Ratchet. 

"What's wrong?" asked Prowl of the fixer Autobot. 

"Is my lubricant holder, Prowl, ts empty. | can't do much 
for Haund without it ' 

"Wait a minute ‘pondered Prowl, ‘your lubricant looked 
only half finished when we were on aur way down here, 
Quick, look at the container, look for a puncture in it’ 

And sure enough there was ane. 

‘It must have happened during the fight with the diggers,’ 
apologised Ratchat, 

‘Then it's been dripping out all the way down hare,” cried 
Prowl, 'Haund, can you follow the seent of it?’ 

Yes sir, answered Hound jubilantly, ‘even with this 
mangled tag!" 

‘Then let's go,’ ordered Prowl, to Ihe cheers and yelps of 
his companions, 

So the Autobots followed the trail of Ratchet's spilled 
lubricant back through the megamaze until they had gained 
the surface and clean fresh air. A few days iater, they 
reported back to Optimus Prime, their jab completed, and 
Sideswipe saved. 
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